"A"                                                 INDIAN
Principal to do menial work in the presence of his
college sweepers; but there are certain risks I am not
thinking of running.
I opened the door of my lavatory, and waved in
the crowd.
Mr. D------ said: "This is a dramatic moment,
Mr. Principal, what a pity it has happened in the
lavatory."
"It couldn't have very well happened anywhere
else/' I said. "No, no, M------ K------, don't go
away, please, I am anxious for you to see this
thing."
And so saying, with the end of my stick I lifted
the two lids at once.
I stepped back and D------, of course, was
delightfully near the door. Old M------K------hissed
in his beard like the cobra itself, my sweepers, who
were outside, had crowded to the door to see the
fun. There was a general blockage, but Mr. D------
bore all before him.
"We will see no more, Mr. Principal. The walls
will be all spattered with blood. ... It will be like
the murder of Julius Gesar. We will let it be: it does
not matter much."
"It matters the hell of a lot," I said, but I was
glad to be outside and old M------K------was wiping